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The Virgin 

and the 

Divine Son 



A Fifteenth 
Century Madonna 
by Botticelli 




THE HALLOWED CHRISTMAS TIME 



SOME say that ever 'gainst that season comes 
Wherein our Saviour's birth is celebrated, 
The bird of dawning singeth all night long: 
And then, they say, no spirit dares stir abroad;. 
The nights are wholesome; then no planets,, 

strike, 
No fairy takes, nor witch hath power to charm, 
So hallow'd and so gracious is the time. 

Ha 31 LET 



THE occupant of the editor's 
chair lives always for the sake 
of his readers in the future, and 
so it happened that the urge of 
Christmas came upon us sooner than 
we could have wished, for we love to 
plunge into the enthusiasm and joy 
of a festival when it is at its height. 
Looking up at a long row of pigeon- 
holes in the editorial desk we took a quick account 
of stock only to find that there were manuscripts 
on how to do this, that and the other, to make life 
more worth while, but not a word on how to keep 
the hallowed festival of Christmas. 





VxoKi.s: Cin{oi,A3io 



We wrote to a well-beloved contrib- 
utor who is a philosopher pure and 
simple, one who writes with a gentle 
humor and whose outlook on life is 
broad and kindly. He would surely 
stir the hearts of his readers — so we 
told him — as no one else could do, and 
give us a Christmas message that 
would be heartening. 
Here we ask his forgiveness, for perhaps we had 
misunderstood and this surely is no time for mis- 
understandings. A manuscript came, full of good 
things and wise thoughts, but alas! not breathing 
the Christmas spirit. Rather, it bemoaned the fact 
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that in middle life — "past forty," to be exact — one 
can no longer be dazzled by illusions. To be truth- 
ful, we are frank to confess that we cannot quite 
believe him. We cannot believe that his heart 
is not stirred at the sight of little children around 
the Christmas tree, or that a choking lump 
does not rise in his throat at the sound of chil- 
dren's voices singing their Christmas carols. "Ex- 
cept ye become as little children" — that is the test. 

The child lives in a world 
all his own and it is small 
wonder that he falls now and 
then into childish tempers 
with the grown-ups about 
him who can not grasp his 
vision. "Life is full of a 
number of things" which are 
very, very real to him, but 
quite beyond the understand- 
ing of those who are not able 
to share his own world with 
him in his own way. He has 
little patience, if you do not 
know that the thing on which 
he sits astride is a horse. He 
clucks, he plies the whip, he 
rides far away, perhaps to 
the moon and you are most 
welcome to go with him, if 
you can share his imagina- 
tion, but it is all off with you 
if you suggest that a chair 
should be treated with some 
respect. 

Christmas is the children's 
own time. So it happens that 
each succeeding year at 
Christmas time you are 

asked: "Is there a truly Santa Claus?" and you 
answer: "Yes, there is a Santa Claus. He is thou- 
sands of years old and no one has ever seen 
him and no one ever will see him. But that 
isn't strange, there are many things which you 
cannot see and cannot understand, but they 
are here, helping you to run and play and breathe 
and sing." He looks you straight in the eye, 
you send an answering look and — well — ^you and he 
understand. 
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The much-beloved Madonna 
OF Ludwig Kxaus 



Hamilton Mabie, revered man of letters, has said: 
"We pretend to have become too wise to be moved 
by a lighted candle or stirred by children's voices 
singing of angels and shepherds; but in our heart 
of hearts the old story is dear to us and we are 
eavesdroppers when the ancient mysteries of love, 
of sympathy and friendship are talked about by the 
novelists. 

"One day out of three hundred and sixty-five de- 
tached from its ancient his- 
tory and isolated from the 
celebrations of centuries can 
not keep our hearts and 
hearths warm; we must re- 
kindle the old fires and join 
hands with the companies of 
friends who have kept the day 
and made it merry so long 
ago. The echoes of ancient 
song and laughter give it a 
rich merriment, a ripe and 
tender wealth of associations. 
A sense of the unity of men 
in the great experiences, 
steals back again into our 
hearts when we hear the old 
songs and read the old 
stories." 

But our philosopher regrets 
the hurrying crowds on the 
Avenue in the pre-Christmas 
shopping days, the wearisome 
paying of Christmas obliga- 
tions, the tired salesmen and 
women. Here we all sym- 
pathize with him. It is quite 
true that many of the older 
folk have almost forgotten to 
be merry in the old simple way, but it may be 
doubted if there is one among the hurrying crowds 
who will not later join some happy group, to cele- 
brate with the bringing of gifts, the coming of the 
Christ Child. There will be rollicking games, and 
the little children will dance about the Christmas 
tree and Santa will be there in person. 

Is this then no place for middle age, for old age? 
Though the feet may have long since refused to 
carry the aging body and keep in step with the 



December 1917 



THE ART WORLD 



239 



jolly tunes, yet there is 
something within, which 
rejoices in the illusions 
and takes to heart the 
best of it all. 

The country home, with 
its ample living-room and 
great fireplace, and its 
long shelves of good 
things stored away for 
Christmas, is existing for 
many of us in literature 
only; but Santa Claus 
comes very willingly and 
very surely - to the good 
children of the world, 
young and old, wherever 
and however they may 
live, if only there be the 
true Christmas spirit, the 
spirit of giving, of loving, 
of bringing to others 
some of the joys of life. 

Many, many of our 

If you had been a good 
child, St. Nicholas left you 
toys and goodies. 
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The Feast of St. Nicholas: Jan Steen 
Seventeenth century 



children grown to young 
manhood have with "cour- 
age for right" gone to 
spend this Christmas in 
offering the greatest of 
gifts to home and 
country. "Greater love 
hath no man than this." 
They will remember us, 
we shall remember them. 
For them and for us it 
will be a precious time. 
They will sing with us 
again the Christmas 
hymns and carols, this 
time with the voices of 
manhood but with hearts 
like the little children 
they once were. The 
Christmas tree will have 
a deeper meaning and 
the old Christmas 
stories will grip the 
heart as never before. 

AJas! If yoic had not been 
a good child, he left you a 
bunch of rods. 




CberptDfjere, CbcrptDfjere, Cfjrisitmas! ^onigtt! 

CberptDfjerE, eberptofjcre, Cfjrisftmasf tonigljt! 
Ctjrigtmas? in lanbs; of ttje fir tree anb pine, 
Cf)ri£itmasi in lanb^ of tJje palm tree anb bine, 
CJjris;tma£i bifjere £(nob)=peafe!g sitanb sJolemn anb bjfjite, 
Cftri^tmasi totere cornfielb^ lie ^unnp anb farigfit. 
€berj>b)ljete, eberpbjfjere, Cfjris^tma^ tonigfjt! 




Cf)ri)Stma^ bjfjere cijilbren are fjopeful anb gap, 
€\)ti^tma& bjljere olb men are patient anb grajj, 
Cljrififtmas; mljere peace, lifee a bobe in it^ flight 
Jiroobg o*er brabe men in tfje tljicfe of tfje f igfjt. 
Cberpbjfjere, eberpbjljere, CljrijStmasi tonigt)t! 




2Cf)en let eberp Ijeart feeep it^ Cfjrifi^tmaiS biitijin, 
€\)vi^V& pitp for ^orrobj, Cfjrigt'si fjatreb for siin, 
Cfjri^t'fiScare for tfje b)eafee£(t,C()risft'£fcourage forrigljt, 
C()rist*s;breaboft!)ebarUnes;^,Cfjri£(t'j(lobeoftIjeligfjt. 
Cberpbjfjere, eberptoljere, Cfjrisitmasf tonigfjt! 











Star of Bethlehem: Drawing by Leonardo da Vinci 



